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The Runaways 


Author's Notes: 
A small something inspired by this picture, the \"I\m NOT Ashamed! Musical Crushes\" thread and 


heavvymetalqu een. 


Fluff (I don\'t know where that came from, but let\'s go with it ~) 
Anna/Meri 
Meri\'s POV 


This is also my first fic posted here, but surely not the last! More lenghty ones, and darker ones too, will 


come~ 


"Need some fresh air," she said with a knowing wink my way, and swiftly we were gone. Sneaking away with her 
was always fun. We didn't look behind to see if anyone had heard us. The guys could always search for us if 


they had to. The concert was over and the rest of the band didn't seem in a hurry to leave. 


She knew where she was going, by instinct maybe, and | followed. A smile floated on my lips. We found the door 


leading outside and rushed down the spiral of metal stairs. Out hands touched, lightly. | almost grabbed her 
fingers but waited. 


We ended up in a small alleyway behind the venue. Our tour bus wasn't far but nobody was in there, | knew. 
We were alone. She didn't look at me but she held her hand back in my direction. | took it. | could swear | heard 
her giggle. Who was | to judge, since | was as blissful as she was. She lead me a bit further down the alley. 
Our hands separated as she propped herself against the wall. She had a contented sigh. 

"That was a good show." 

"Yeah. The crowd was-" 


"Damn it," she cut in. 


| studied her as she went from one of her jeans pocket to another, searching for something. She frowned as 


she looked back at me. 
"I forgot my lighter up there." 
| chuckled. 


"IFs fine. | have mine," | said on a playful tone, holding my lighter to her face as to mock her a little. Her 


expression softened and she pretended to roll her eyes, but she gleamed enough for me not to care. 

She took a cigarette and held it between her lips. | leaned in closer, flicked the lighter with one hand and 
sheltered the flame with the other as | lit the cigarette. | stayed there a bit longer than necessary, after | 
stopped the flame, just to linger in her closeness. Then | lit a cigarette of my own and took place right beside 
her. We took a few long, satisfying drags in silence. 

"What were you saying?" 

"Hum?" 

"About the crowd." 

"Oh," | answered while exhaling smoke. "Just that it was really responsive. Especially when you sang." 

"You always say that" She shook her head and tried to hide her wide smile. 


"Because it's true," | encouraged as | turned my head her way. "I love how you sing." 


My hand brushed her thigh, in a simple affectionate gesture, really. She threw her cigarette on the ground 
and stepped on it, then went for mine and snagged it out of my lips. And kissed me. A soft, warm kiss. Not 


fiery - we could save the fire for later on that night - but comfortable. Natural. We held our foreheads 
together after we separated and laughed, enjoying our complicity. 


